JOSEPHINE                            225

but the Avaloff adventure was beginning to seem to me
too fantastic to succeed. The first time that I kept a
rendezvous with him, he failed to appear.

On this occasion the White Lady had an important en-
gagement in Prinkipo (she was helping General Towns-
hend in the negotiations which led to the Turkish armis-
tice) and Young George accompanied, me.

Josephine's appearance by daylight caused me acute
concern : even with gloves and veil I was afraid that I
would attract undue attention. But I soon found that my
walk and manner adjusted themselves almost auto-
matically to skirts, and that the citizens of Pera were too
busy with their own affairs to give more than a glance at
a tall, painted girl in the company of a smart young
Greek.

We sat at the Petits Champs, drinking lemonade. No-
one paid any attention to us. I rolled up my veil over the
brim of my hat and looked about me with all the assur-
ance of a professional beauty. Avaloff did not appear.
After waiting more than an hour we returned sadly
homewards,

I knew now that my disguise was perfect for the purpose
intended ; but if Avaloff failed me it was useless. I could
talk to no one, for my voice would have at once betrayed
me, and I could not explore the city alone without
exciting comment.

On our way back, we 'happened upon a scene which
lifted, a corner of the curtain of intrigue shrouding the new
tenant of Yildiz Kiosk. A Turkish officer in staff uniform
came running down the Grand5 Rue de Pera, followed by
half a dozen Dog Collar Men : the fugitive took refuge in
a leading club, and slammed the door in the faces of the
policemen. A crowd collected, in which we mingled..
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